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Ye drops that dew th' Arabian bowers,

Tell me, did you e'er smell or view
On any leaf of all your flowers                              15

So sweet a scent, so rich a hue ?

But as through thj organs of her breath

You trickle wantonly, beware:
Ambitious seas in their just death

As well as lovers must have share.                     20

And see! you boil, as well as I,

You that to cool her did aspire
Now troubled and neglected lie,

Nor can yourselves quench your own fire.

Yet still be happy in the thought                         25

That in so small a time as this,
Through all the heavens you were brought

Of Virtue, Honour, Love and Bliss.

TO LUCASTA

ODE LYRIC

AH, Lucasta, why so bright,
Spread with early streaked light!
If still veiled from our sight,
What is 't but eternal night?

Ah, Lucasta, why so chaste!                               5

With that vigour, ripeness grac'd!
Not to be by man embrac'd
Makes that royal coin embas'd,
And this golden orchard waste.

Ah, Lucasta, why so great                                 10

That thy crammed coffers sweat!

Yet not owner of a seat

May shelter you from Nature's heat,

And your earthly joys complete.

Ah, Lucasta, why so good,                                15

Blest with an unstained flood